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heroism connected with it, which in the seven-and-seventieth is
entirely gone.

At bottom, it was not the object of the barbarous Antwerpers
to squeeze money from the pretended debtor, but only to pay him
none, as his demands were not admitted to be liquid. Whether it
were, then, that the public Prayer in Bremen had in truth a little
virtue, or that the supposed creditors were not desirous of sup-
porting a superfluous boarder for life, true it is, that after the
lapse of three months Franz was delivered from his imprison-
ment, under the condition of leaving the city within four-and-
twenty hours, and never again setting foot on the soil and ter-
ritory of Antwerp. At the same time, he received five crowns
for travelling expenses from the faithful hands of Justice, which
had taken charge of his horse and luggage, and conscientiously
balanced the produce of the same against judicial and curatory
expenses.

With heavy-laden heart, in the humblest mood, with his staff
in his hand, he left the rich city, into which he had ridden some
time ago with high-soaring hopes. Broken down, and unde-
termined what to do, or rather altogether without thought, he
plodded through the streets to the nearest gate, not minding
whither the road into which chance conducted him might lead.
He saluted no traveller, he asked for no inn, except; when fatigue
or hunger forced him to lift up his eyes, and look around for some
church-spire, or sign of human habitation, when he needed
human aid. Many days he had wandered on, as if unconsciously;
and a secret instinct had still, by means of his unerased feet, led
him right forward on the way to home; when, all at once, he
awoke as from an oppressive dream, and perceived on what road
he was travelling.

He halted instantly, to consider whether he should proceed
or turn back. Shame and confusion took possession of his soul,
when he thought of skulking about in his native town as a beggar,
branded with the mark of contempt, and claiming the charitable
help of his townsmen, whom of old he had eclipsed by his wealth
and magnificence. And how in this form could he present himself
before his fair Meta, without disgracing the choice of her heart ?
He did not leave his fancy time to finish this doleful picture;
but wheeled about to take the other road, as hastily as if he had
been standing even then at the gate of Bremen, and the ragged
apprentices had been assembling to accompany him with jibes and